
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



376 THE CAMBRO-BKITOS. 

There their noble forms repose. 
Who beheld the struggle close, 
Endingall tfaeiT country's woei), 
Bravely for her dying. 

Where the noxious weeds arise, 

There the craven sleepeth : 
Who for him in secret sighs ? 
Who above him weepeth ? 
Like a cloud his name shall pass, 
Like the dew upon the grass, 
Whence his race, or what he was, 
None remembrance keepeth. 



S. R. J. 



"SWEET AMONG THE WAVING TREES"*. 

Written and composed by Mr. J. Parry, Editor of " Welsh 
Melodies," for Mr. Braham, and sung by him, with the greatest 
success, in the opera of " Love in a Village," at Drury Lane 
Theatre. 



Sweet among the waving trees, 
Gently ; blows the morning breeze, 
Bright the gems that deck the thorn, 
Fair the form by nature worn. 



While sluggards on their couches lie, 

And never taste the sweets of morn, 
O'er hills and dales gay sportsmen fly, 

With merry hound,' and mellow horn ! 
Mankind have various sports in view* 

Some hunt for wealth, and some for fame; 
While those who virtue's chase pursue, 

Seek spotless honour for their game. 

While sluggards, &c. &c. &e. 

* A little deviation from the- plan of the Cambro-Briton is made in the 
insertion of this song ; but, as it is the production of a Welshman, and the 
only one who has written an d composed for our national theatres, it cannot but 
be gratifying to the friends of the Principality, and especially to the lovers 
of poetry, to have it recorded in these pages.— Ed. 



